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BIOGRAPHICAL   SKETCH    OF 
THE   AUTHOR. 


The  author  of  the  following  pieces  was  the  youngest  sur- 
viving  son  of  Mr.  AUan  Stewart  and  Jane  Macnaughton ;  a 
couple  who,  in  their  day,  were  held  in  the  highest  esteem 
by  all  who  knew  them.  Mr.  Allan  Stewart  at  one  time 
occupied  part  of  the  extensive  sheep-farm  of  Invermeran,  at 
the  head  of  Glenlyon,  and,  subsequently,  part  of  Stronuich, 
further  down  the  Glen.  His  circumstances  were  fairly  com- 
fortable,  though  latterly  a  succession  of  severe  winters  some- 
what  curtailed  his  resources.  As  a  man,  he  was  distinguished 
for  piety,  strict  integrity,  and  independence  of  spirit. 

Peter,  the  subject  of  this  Sketch,  was  from  infancy  a 
weakly  child,  suffering  from  a  painful  affection  of  the  eyes. 
He  lost  the  sight  of  one  when  very  young,  and  a  few  years 
later  was  deprived,  through  an  accident,  of  the  use  of  the 
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other.  Thus,  for  the  remainder  of  his  life,  he  was  (loomed 
to  total  blindness.  But,  however  keenly  he  felt  Ijìs  terrible 
loss,  he  did  not  at  all  lose  heart.  Instead  of  that,  he  forth- 
wiih  set  himself  dihgently  to  make  the  most  of  what  was 
left  him.  The  rcsult  was  that  his  other  senses  became  un- 
usually  susceptible,  and  soon  he  acquired  wonderful  dexteriiy 
in  various  kinds  of  handicraft.  Many  specimens  of  his 
work  are  stiU  to  be  seen,  in  the  shape  of  tub-,  milking-pails, 
wooden  ladles,  baskets,  and  fishing-lines — all  of  which  show 
great  tasie  and  workmanUke  finish. 

As  he  never  learned  to  read  the  embossed  books  now 
provided  for  the  bhnd,  he  was  entirely  dependent  for 
nifntal  pabulum  upon  what  might  be  read  to  him,  or  what 
he  could  glean  from  conversation.  In  his  boyhood  a 
splendid  hospitahty  was  wont  to  be  dispensed  in  the  Btaes 
to  all  comers.  It  mattered  not,  to  use  the  words  of  a  iocal 
seanachaìdh,  whether  they  were  "  tinkers,  bards,  beggars,  or 
gentlemcn  " ;  there  was  always  an  open  door  for  them.  In 
the  way  of  conveying  local  news,  these  wanderers  performed 
to  some  extent  the  function  of  the  modern  district  news- 
paper,  and  we  may  be  sure  that  Peter  would  not  fail  to  lend 
an  attentive  ear  to  their  varied  communications.  I  hen, 
during  ihe  long  winter  evenings,  the  young  people  w«-re  in 
the  habit  of  exercising  their  talents  by  singing  Gaehc  hymns 
and  sonss,  and  reciting  Ossianic  poetry.  In  these  exertises 
Uncle  Peter's  brother,  Alexander,  was  a  grcat  adept.  In 
this  way,  not  only  did  the  time  pass  pleasantly,  but  a  certain 
amount  of  culture  was  attained.  Memory,  imagination,  and 
the  emotions  were  all  called  into  lively  exercise,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  a  rich  vocabulary  was  gradually  acquired. 
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After  the  death  of  his  parents,  Uncle  Pcter  took  up  his 
abode  with  one  of  iiis  sisters,  who  was  married  to  Mr. 
Duncan  Macdiarmid;  Craigianie — -one  of  a  long  liiie  of 
Macdiarmids  who  have  for  centuries  been  resident  near  the 
same  spot,  and  from  whom  some  distinguished  names  of  the 
present  day  can  trace  their  rìescent.  By  his  nephews  and 
nieces  their  uncle  was  always  regarded  more  as  a  brother 
than  aught  else,  and,  in  consequence,  he  shared  their  joys 
and  sorrows,  and  possessed  their  fullest  confidence.  As  the 
family  grew  up  some  of  the  sons  left  for  the  South  to  pro- 
secute  mercantile  careers.  When  their  annual  visits  to  the 
Glen  came  rounrì  they  always  brought  with  them  to  the  old 
home  some  of  the  best  books  then  in  circulation.  In  this 
way  an  excellent  hbrary  was  grarìually  formed,  of  which 
good  use  was  made.  For  the  sake  of  Uncle  Peter,  some 
member  of  the  family  was  always  ready  to  read  aloud. 
This  boon  he  highly  appreciated  ;  taking  in  with  the  utmost 
avirìity  every  word.  As  the  result,  he  accumulated  a  large 
store  of  varied  knowledge,  which  his  retentive  memory 
rendered  always  available. 

Brought  up  as  he  was  with  Puritanic  strictness,  liis 
reUgious  training  was  carefully  attended  to.  While  stiU  a 
young  man,  he  openly  professed  his  faith  in  Christ,  and 
joined  the  Baptist  Church,  of  which  his  parents  had  been 
members.  That  church  was  for  a  time  under  the  pastoral 
care  of  Mr.  Archibald  M'Arthur — better  known  as  the 
Muillear  Mor — a  man  of  profound  piety  and  considerable 
natural  talents.  He  was  succeeded  in  otifice  by  his  son-in- 
law,  the  late  Rev.  Donald  M'Lellan,  who  was  one  of  the 
ablest  GaeHc  preachers  of  his  day — a  large-hearted,  devoted 
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servant  of  Jesus  Christ.  Here  Uncle  Peter  found  a  con- 
genial  spiritual  home.  He  loved  the  assembly  of  the  saints, 
being  nevcr  more  in  his  element  than  when  in  the  place 
"  where  prayer  was  wont  to  be  made.''  It  was  always 
manifest,  as  he  Hstened  to  the  words  of  eternal  hfe,  that  his 
soul  fed  upon  the  truth  of  God.  Nor  did  he  hear  to  forget. 
He  treasured  up  tlie  Word  in  his  heart,  and  meditated  upon 
it  day  and  night.  The  statutes  of  the  Lord  were,  indeed, 
his  songs  in  the  house  of  his  pilgrimage.  Those  who  knew 
him  intimately  can  never  forget  his  earnestness  and  power 
in  prayer.  He  Hved  much  in  communion  with  God,  and, 
as  the  result,  bore  much  of  the  Divine  image.  His  brethren 
in  the  church  revered  and  loved  him,  and  the  pastor  ahvays 
found  in  him  a  thorouyhly  sympathetic  companion.  His 
visits  to  the  M'Lellan  family,  at  Milton  Eonan,  were  looked 
forward  to,  on  both  sides,  with  unfeigned  pleasure,  and  his 
memory  is  dear  to  those  of  that  circle  who  stiU  survive. 

In  the  autumn  of  1891  Mr.  M'Lellan  was  called  to  his 
rest,  and  a  few  months  afterwards,  in  the  early  part  of 
December,  Uncle  Peter  passed  peacefully  away.  He  died 
at  Woodend,  at  the  advanced  age  of  77.  Being  my  maternal 
uncle,  he  was  on  a  visit  to  me  when  the  end  came,  and  I 
shall  always  deem  it  a  privilege  that  I  was  permitted  to  be 
so  much  vvith  him  at  the  close.  I  was  much  struck  with  one 
remark  that  he  made  as  we  were  talking  about  Scripture. 
He  said  that  he  was  increasingly  impressed  with  the  pro- 
minence  given  in  the  Epistles  of  John  to  the  love  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesus.  Two  nighls  before  his  death  he  requested  me 
to  read  to  him  the  fifteenth  chapter  of  the  First  Epistle  to 
the  Corinthians,  where  the  apostle  discusses  the  doctrine  of 
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the  resurrection.  His  though:s  were  evidently  much  occu- 
pied  with  the  things  of  the  great  Hereafter,  though  he  little 
imagined  that  his  change  was  so  near.  It  cime  suddenly, 
but  he  was  found  ready,  with  his  loins  girdeJ,  and  his  lanip 
burning. 

While  my  uncle  cordially  appreciited  all  the  kindness 
shown  to  him  by  his  large  circle  of  relatives  and  friends,  he 
recognised  especially  his  obhgations  to  the  two  generations 
of  the  Craigianie  family,  wiih  whom  he  made  his  home.  He 
was  loved  by  old  and  young,  and  their  attention  to  him  was 
unremitting. 

In  presenting  the  following  poems  to  the  pubHc,  it  is  not 
claimed  for  theni  that  they  wiU  rank  with  the  highest  efforts 
of  the  Celtic  Muse  ;  but  I  think  that  they  will  be  found  to 
compare  favourably  wiih  much  of  the  Gaehc  poetry  that  is 
in  circulation  in  the  Highlands.  The  Hymn  "  Obair  an 
Spioraid"  was  composed  at  the  time  of  the  great  Revival  in 
America  and  Ireland,  in  1859.  It  was  taken  down  only  a 
few  months  before  the  author's  death.  Being  a  strict 
teetotaller,  my  uncle  felt  strongly  on  the  Total  Abstinence 
question.  His  pieces  on  this  subject  breathe  intense 
earnestness,  and  fill,  as  I  think,  an  almost  vacant  place  in 
GaeUc  poetry.  The  "  Caismeachd,'"  in  pariicular,  has  been 
much  admired  by  several  competent  judges. 

I  must  here  acknowledge  my  indebtedness  to  the  Rev. 
Professor  M'Lellan  of  the  Baptist  Theological  Hall,  Glas- 
gow,  for  taking  down,  and  preparing  for  pubHcation,  some 
of  these  poems,  as  well  as  for  seeing  the  whole  through  the 
press;  and  also  to  Mr.  Archd.  M'Lellan  and  Mr.  Alex. 
M'Callum  for  copies  of  two  of  the  pieces  here  given. 
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That  this  booklet  may  be  accepted  by  the  numerous 
friends  of  the  Author  as  a  memorial  of  one  who  held  a 
high  place  in  their  esteem,  and  that  its  circulation  in  the 
Highlands  may  be  productive  of  much  good,  is  the  sincere 
wish  of  the  writer  of  this  sketch. 

ALEXANDER  STEWART. 

WOODEND    COTTAGE,    GlENLYON, 
February,  1 8  94. 


DAIN   GHAIDHEALACH 


RATHAD   KA   SLAIKTE. 

E  staid  a  pheacaich,  'thaobh  nàduir, 
^      Agus  rathad  na  slàinte, 

Air  an  iarrainn  am  dhàn  'bhi  ri  sgeul— 
Sud  an  t-slàint'  tha  cho  glòirmhor, 
Rèir  gUocas  lehobhah, 
'S  nach  cuir  ainglean  gu  leòir  dhi  an  cèiU. 

2  Ged  chaidh  ar  cruthach'  gu  h-àluinn 
Ann  an  iomhaidli  an  Ard  Righ, 

'S  sinn  gu  sona,  's  gu  slàu  anns  gach  ball, 

Och  !  cha  b'fhada  an  ùine 

Gus  'n  do  bhris  sinn  an  cìimhnant, 

Le  ith'  do'n  mheas  chiùrrail ;  's  b'e  'n  call  ! 

3  Thug  am  peacadh  am  bàs  oirnn, 
Trid  eas-ùmhlachd  Adhamh ; 
ThruaiU,  is  mhiU  e  air  nàdur  gu  lèir — 
'Sann  a  tha  sinn,  'thaobh  nàduir, 
'Nar  tràiUean  aig  Sàtan 

'S  sinn  'n  ar  codal  gu  sàmhach  fo  'n  eug. 

4  Sud  an  staid  a  bha  brònach, 

'S  sinn  gun  chobhair,  gun  dòchas, 
Rùisgt'  ri  corruich  lehòbhah  gach  là ; 


'S  mur  tigeadh  Slànuighear  glòirmhor, 

Chum  ar  saoradh  o'n  dòruinn, 

Cha  bhi'dh  cùil  ann  ri  tròcair  gu  bràth. 

5  'N  uair  a  thàin'  an  t-àm  òrduicht', 
Dh'fhoillsich  Dia  anns  an  fheòil  dhuinn 
Aon  Mhac  gràdhach,  'bha  còmhl'  ris  o  chèin, 
'Clium  bhi  cosnadh  saorsa, 

Ann  an  nàdur  chloinn-daoine, 

'S  airson  saoghal  a  bha  cailt'  'dheanamh  rèit. 

6  Thugadh  ùmhlachd  chum  bàis  leis, 
Do  lagh  naomha  an  Ard  Righ, 

Ann  an  rùm,  's  ann  an  àite  a  shluaigh, 
'S  tha  gach  buaidh  anns  aii  Diadhachd 
Air  an  glòireach'  gu  siorruidh 
'San  iobairt  iomLm  nnn  Criosda  thoirt  suas. 

7  'S  ged  a  luidh  anns  an  uaigh  e, 
Sgrios  e  'm  bàs,  's  thug  e  buaidh  air, 

'S  gu  moch  dh'èirich  e  suas  an  treas  là — 
'Se  ceann  glòirmhor  a  shluaigh  e, 
'Thug  dhoibh  saorsa,  is  fuasgladh, 
Trid  an  tabhair  iad  buaidh  anns  gach  càs. 

8  Tha  gach  cumhachd  's  na  nèamhan, 
'S  air  an  talamh,  gach  rè  aig ; 

'S  Fàidh,  Sagart,  is  Righ  e  do  'shluagh  ; 

'S  tha  e  nis  air  a  ghlòircach' 

'Chaoidh  air  deas  laimh  na  mòrachd, 

'S  bheir  e  iadsan,  fa  dheòigh,  o  gach  truaigh. 


9     'S  tric  a  mhiU  e  mo  shòlas, 
'S  thug  e  mulad  is  bròn  orm  ; 
Ma's  neach  mise  fhuair  eòlas  air  gràs  ; 
Nach  robh  mi  foillseach'  'san  t-saoghal 
Chù  glòir  an  Fhir-shaoraidh 
Le  bhi  beò  airson  aobhair  gach  là. 

10  O,  a  phobuiU  lehobhah, 
Bithibh  'g  ùrnuigh  gach  lò  ris, 

Gu'n  dean  e  'Spiorad  a  dhòrtadh  a  nuas, 

'S  gu'm  bi  e  leanachd  gach  saothair 

Chum  an  soisgeul  a  sgaoileadh, 

'Measg  gach  cinneach  'san  t-saoghal,  le  buaidh. 

11  'S  a  pheacaich  thruaigh,  tha 'n  staid  nàduir, 
'S  mithich  dhiit  smuaineach'  'na  thrà  air, 

'M  feadh  's  tha  tairgse  nan  gràs  dhuit  cho  saor, 

'S  Dia  a'  gairm,  teachd  mar  tha  thu ; 

Ged  robh  do  pheacan  mar  scàrlaid, 

Ni,  mar  shneachdadh,  e  geal  iad  gach  aon. 

12  Ach  mar  creid  thu  an  fhìrinn, 
Is  mar  beirear  a  ris  thu, 

'S  èigin  dhuitse  gu  cinnteach  'bhi  truagh ; 

Is  ma  ghoideas  am  bàs  ort, 

'S  thu  a'd'  chodal  mar  tha  thu, 

'S  aobhar  mulaid  do  chàradh  ri  luaidh. 

13  Ach  is  sona  an  àireamh 

Bheir  ùmhlachd  is  gràdh  dha — 

Ged  a  tha  iad  'san  fhàsaich  air  chuairt — 


Cha  sgar  beatha  no  bàs  iad 

O  bhi  gu  siorruidh  na  làthair ; 

'S  co  ni  'n  dìteadh,  's  gu'n  d'phàidh  e  an  luach  ? 

14     Cha'n  fhaca  sùil,  is  cha  chualas, 

'S  cha  d'  thainig  an  cridhe  a  smuaineach, 
Na  thxisg  fa  chomhair  a  shluaigh  e  gu  bràth. 
'San  lerusalem  Nuadh  sin 
Ga'n  toir  e  dhachaidh  le  buaidh  iad, 
'Nuair  ni  e  'n  saoradh  o'n  uaigh  is  o'n  bhàs. 


OBAIR  AN   SPIORAID   KAOIMH. 

THI  uile-ghlòirmhor  tha  'd  chòmhnuidh  air  neamh  ; 
Tobar  beatha  agus  sòlais  na  cruitheachd  gu  lèir. 
Dean  do  Spiorad  a  dhòitadh,  air  gacli  sloigh  tha 
fo'n  grèin, 
Chum  's  gu'n  tabhair  e  beò  iad,  's  bithidh  'ghlòir  agad 
fèin. 

Bheir  e  dearbhadh  mo  pheac'  do  gach  neach  bheir  e 

beò, 
'S  air  naomhachd  na  reachd,  bha  e  bristeadh  gach  lò  ; 
Gur  mallaicht'  gach  duine  nach  coimhUon  gach  aon 
Ni  tha  sgriobhte  'san  lagh  ud,  gu  h-uile,  gun  chlaon'. 

'Nuair  a  threigeas  gach  cobhair  an  t-anam  ann  fèin, 
Chì  e  f  iiireantachd  shalach  neo-f hallain  mar  stèidh ; 
Ann  am  fianuis  lehobhah  nach  dean  i  dha  feum, 
'S  nach  fir'nich  an  lagh  e  troimh  oibiribh  fèin. 


4  An  sin  chi  e  a'  ghlòir  tha  am  fireantachd  Chriosd ; 
Bheir  creideamh  dha  coir  orr',  's  thèid  a  meas  dha  le 

Dia. 
Dòirtidh  'n  Spiorad  a  ghràdh  ann  na  chridhe  gu  fial, 
'S  cha  tig  e  tuille  chum  dìtidh ;  fhuair  e  sith  ann  an 

Criosd. 

5  O  sibhse  tha  luaidh  air  ainm  uasal  ar  Dè ; 

Na  tiigaibhse  fois  dha,  ach  bitli'bh  'g  ùrnuigh  ris  fèin. 
Gus  an  dean  e  Icrus'lem  na  chìi  fo'a  a  ghrèin, 
'S  gus  an  dealraich  a  slàinte  ro  shoilleir,  mar  leus. 

6  'Nuair  iha  àm  cobhair  Shioin  a  tighinn  gu  dlìith, 
Measg  ludhaich  is  chinnich,  O  's  mitbich  'bhi  dùsg' ; 
'S  aig  cathair  na'n  gràs  'bhi  a  tagradh  gu  dlùth, 

Gu'n  tig  an   Comhfhurtair  buadhar  oirnne  nuas  mar  an 
driùchd. 

7  Lean  fèin  an  deagh  obair  le  cumhachd  's  le  buaidh, 
Far  'n  do  thoisich  i  cheanadh,  anns  gach  ionad  mu'n 

cuairt ; 
Seail  a  nuas  ann  an  tròcair  air  na  dùthchanaibh  truagh 
Far  an  d'  fhuair  sin  air  còmhnuidh  :  Dhè  mhòir  gabh 

dhuinn  truas. 

8  (ìe'd  tha  focal  an  t-Soisgeil  ga  chuir  dhuinn  an  cèill 
Gu  simpUdh,  's  gu  soilleir,  le  'd  theachdairean  fèin  ; 
O'n  is  meadhonan  lag  iad,  mu'n  dean  iad  beag  feum, 
'S  ann  is  èigin  an  cumhachd  'bhi  uaitse,  tha  treun. 

9  Ach  ni'n  Spiorad  am  focal  'chuir  dhachaidh  le  buaidh. 
A  dh'  ionn^uidh  na  cogais,  's  a'  chridhe  is  cruaidh ; 


Is  pillidh  e  'n  t-anam,  le  aithreachas  buan, 
Gu  bhi  trèigsinn  a'  pheacaidh,  's  gu  bhi  leantuinn  an 
Uain. 

10  'S  mòr  am  feum  th'aig  air  dìithaich  air  gu'n  tùirling  e 

nuas, 
Mar  Spiorad  na  h-ìirnuigh  a  gheall  thu  ga  'd  shluagh — 
Tha  chearnadh  so'ii  fhlon-lios  air  crìonadh  gu  truagh, 
O  ùraich  le  'd  ghràs  i  gus'm  fàs  i  le  snuadh. 

11  'Nuair  a  bhitheas  tu  mar  dhriùchd  dhi  bith'dh  i  urar  fo 

bhlath. 
Aluinn,  sgiamhach,  ro  shughmhor;  mar  lili  a'  fàs — 
'N  sin  sgaoihdh  i  geugan  mar  sheudir  gu  h-àrd, 
'S  mar  mheas  a  chroinn-oladh  bith'dh  a  toradh  gach 

tràth. 

12  'Nuair  'thogas  e  lerus'lem  bithidh  an  cliù  aige  fèin, 
'Sa  chruinnicheas  e  dibrich  tigh  Israel  gu  lèir, 
Thig  lànachd  nan  cinneach  às  gach  fine  fo'n  ghrèin, 
'S  bithidh  lùdhaich  is  cinnich  an  sin  a  dh'  aon  treud. 

13  'Nuair  a  thig  an  t-àm  glòirmhor  a  shònruich  e  fèin, 
'  N  sin  còuihdaichidh  'eòlas  an  talamh  gu  lèir, 
Thèid  Sàtan  a  cheangal  mìle  bHadhhna  gu  teann. 

'S   bithidh    Criosd    ann    na    rioghachd    gu'n    choimeas 
dha  ann. 

14  'Nuair  a  dhealraichas  Sion  ann  am  maise  a  Dia, 
Air  a  lieideach  le  culaidh  ni  's  gille  na  ghrian, 

Sud  an  trusgan  ro  ghlòirmhor  do  fhìreantachd  Chriosd, 
Anns  an  cuir  fear  a  Lràidh  i  gu  naomha  'n  làthair  Dliia. 


15     'S  an  uair  bheir  e  i  dhachaigh  do'n  lerusalem  Nuadh, 
Co  a  thuigeas  an  sealladh  a  gheibh  i  'san  uair  ? 
Chi  i  Dia  mar  a  tha  e.  's  ni  dealradh  a  ghnùis, 
A  h-iompach'  gu  ciioltach,  'nuair  thig  i  dha  dlìith. 

i6     'S  bithidh  i  tuiUeadh  a  chòmhnuidh  anns  a'  ghlòir  tha 

bithbhuan, 
A  seinn  Aleluia  leis  na  naoimh  a  tha  shuas ; 
Biih'dh  iad  uile  le  sòlas  seinn  òran  do'n  Uan, 
Ann  an  comhdaichean  geal  'n  làthair  na  caithrach  le 

buaidh. 

17  Cha  bhi  bròn,  's  cha  bhi  bàs  ann,  cha  bhi  cràdh  ann 

na  leòn, 
'S  cha  bhi  buairidhean  Shàtain  ga'n  sàrach  ni  's  mò ; 
'S   ge'd    chaidh  iad  'san  t-saoghal  troimh  àmghairean 

mòr  ; 
Cha  chuimhnich  iad  aon  dhiubh  ;  tha  'n  aoibhneas  cho 

mòr. 

18  Ach    sguiridh   mi    hiaidh  air,    tha   mo  bhuadhan   cho 

mall, 
Tha'n  t-eòlas  ud  cruaidh  orm,  cha  ruig  mi  air  ann — 
A  nis  gu  co  dhùnadh ;  fhir  a  chluinneas  mo  dhàn, 
Gabh  cùraui  do  'd  anam,  am  feadh  's  a  mhaireas  do 

shlàint'. 


AK   TEAMPULL    Sl'IOKADAIL. 

y.    O  nach  iarracih  a  bhi  chòmhnuidh 
^^y      Ann  an  cùirtibh  tiyh  lehohhah? 

Mliianiiaich  Daibhidh  fein  gu  mòr  suJ 
Thar  gach  sòlas  bha  's  an  t-saoghal  so. 

2  Ged  's  e  iobairtean  is  sgàilean 

An  t-seirbhis  a  bha  'ghnàth  's  a'  phàilliun, 
Chumiaic  Daibhidh  tre  na  sgàilean 
Rathad  slàinte  trid  Fear-saoraidh. 

3  Chunn'  e  maise  ghlan  lehobhah 
'Dealradh  'mach  le  tuilleadh  glòir  ann  ; 
A  bhuaidhean  urramach  a'  còrdadh 

Ann  an  obair  mhòr  na  saorsa. 

4  ChoimhUon  Criosda  na  h-uil'  larrtus 
A  bha  'n  lagh  ro  naomh  ag  iarraidh, 
Rinn  e  ceartas  a  làn  riarach', 

'Chaoidh  gu  biorruidh,  le  aon  iobairt. 

5  'S  e  'n  crann-ceusaidh  a  dhealbh  Satan 
Mar  am  bàs  'bha  maslach  cràiteach — 
Bhrùth  an  gaisgeach  ceann  an  dràgoin 

Leis  a'  bhàs  a  dhealbh  e  fein  da. 

6  Thug  e'n  gath  o  Righ  nan  uamhas, 

'S  chreach  e  cumhachd  mòr  na  h-uaighe, 
Dheirich  air  an  treas  là  'suas  e, 

'Toirt  na  buaidh  a  mach  gu  lèir  orr'. 


7  'Se  Criosd  e  fein  a'  bhunait  uasal ; 
Clach-chinn  na  h-O'sinn,  nach  gabh  gluasad  ; 
'S  e  òr,  is  airgiod,  's  clnchan  luachmhor, 

A  ni  suas  an  togail  ghloiimhor. 

8  Cha  'n  e  fio  ih,  no  feur,  no  connlach, 
'Chuireas  daoine  suas  gu  seòlda, 
'Sheasas  dearbh'  au  latha  mhòir  ud, 

Ach  na  clachan  beò  nach  fàilnich. 

9  'S  ginealach  tai^hta  sud  do  rìreadh, 
Sagartachd  a  tha  ro-rìoghail, 
TeampuU  's  am  bheil  Righ  na  sìochaint, 

Tre  a  'Spiorad,  'gabhail  comhnuidh. 

10  'S  mo  rinn  e  thu  na  d"  theampull  sgiamhach, 
Feuch  nach  dean  thu  uadl  na  fhianuis ; 
Fhuair  e  ann  ad  thraiU  do  'n  diabhul  thu, 

Is  do  d'  ana-miannan  feòlmhor. 

11  Thug  e  à  slochd  uamhuinn  suas  thu  ; 
Chuir  e  fhireantachd  mu'n  cuairt  ort  ; 
Rinn  an  Spiorad  creutair  nuadh  dhiot, 

'Càradh  fuil  an  Uain  ri  d'  chreuchdan. 

12  Feuch  gu'm  fan  thu  nise  dlìith  dha, 
'S  fhocal-san  na  lochran  iùil  dhuit, 
lar  an  Spiorad  'bhi  ga  d'  ùnga(ih  — 

An  sàbh-shùl  a  bheir  dhuit  lèirsin. 

13  Feuch  gu'm  feith  thu.  air  an  t-Sàbaid, 
Ann  am  meadhonaibh  nan  gràs  air, 


Far  'm  bi  teachdaireachd  na  slàinte 
Air  a  cuir  le  gradh  an  cèill  dhnit. 

14  'Sanns  an  t-soisgeul,  tha  ro-phrìseil, 
Tha  na  nithe  blasda  brì^liear, 

'S  gheibh  gach  aon  do  bhochdaihh  Shioin, 
'Nasgaidh,  'n  diola  do  gach  lòn  ann. 

15  Bho'n  's  e  Criosd  is  suim  's  is  t)rìgh  dha — 
'Alpha  's  'Omega,  do  rlreadh — 

'Sann  tha'n  lànachd  tha  neo-chrìochnaicht 
Anns  an  ti  sin  gabhail  còmlinuidh. 

16  Buanaich  an  co-chomunn  dlùth  ris, 
Am  briseadh  arain  is  an  ìirnuigh  ; 
Coimhead  orduighibli  le  cìiram, 

'S  bheir  e  neart  as  ùr  gach  lo  dhuit. 

17  O,  cum  cuimhne  air  a  bhàs  ud 
O'n  do  shruth  gu  leir  do  shlàinte  ; 

Dean  aithne  fhior  air  corp  an  t-Slanuighear 
'S  air  an  fhuil  a  d'  àit'  a  dhòirt  e. 

18  Ged  a  tha  thu  bhos  'san  fhàsaich 
Sgaoilt'  ri  trioblaidean  an  tràsa, 
Bheir  e  tèaruint  thu  gu  Pàrras, 

'S  cha  bhi  tuiUeadh  bàs  no  bròn  ann. 

19  Bith'dh  tu  'g  òl  do'n  amhainn  fhior-glan, 
'S  gnuis  lehobhah  mar  a  L;hrian  duit ; 
Naomha,  glan,  gun  smal,  na  fhianui.*, 

Ann  am  fireantachd  Emanuel. 


o     'S  'nuair  a  chuireas  e  'chlach-mhuUaich 
Air  an  teampuU  shuas  le  h-urram, 
'Se  "  Gràs  "  a  bhitiieas  ga  shcinn,  le  h-iolaich, 
Leis  a  bhuidheana  tha  do-àireamh. 

RAXXAX   DO'X   DEOCH-LAIDIR. 

U  bheil  m'  inntinnn  'san  uair  so 

Gu  mor  air  a  gluasad, 

Na'm  b'e  's  gu'm  b'urrain  mi  luaidh  air, 
'S  aobliar  mulaid  ri  smuaineach 
Mar  tha  'm  Milltear  a'  bua^ihach'  gu  mor, 
Mar  tha  'm  Milhear  a'  buadhach'  mor. 

2  Còr  is  tri-fichead  mile 

Do  luchd-aiteach  na  rioghachd 
'Dol  gach  bhadhna  a  dhith  leis 
'S  e  toirt  bas  roimh  an  tim  orr' 
'S  sud  ga  innseadh  le  firinn  's  cha  sgleodh. 
'S  sud  ga,  &c. 

3  Cha  'n'eil  druidheachd  aig  Satan 
Is  mo  na  deoch-laidir, 

'Chum  daoinibh  a  ihàla, 
'Sa  chumail  na  'n  traillean 
Ann  an  sHghe  a'  bhais  is  na  doruinn. 
Ann  an  shghe,  &c. 

4  Tha  mortadh,  gadachd,  is  breugan 
'Leanachd  misg,  's  gach  mi-bheusan, 
'S  'n  uair  tha  daoin'  as  an  reusan, 


'S  iad  a  dheasbhui'ih  an  ceilleadh, 
Cha'n  'eil  sealladh  fuidh'n  ghrein  so  is  bronaich', 
'Cha'n  'eil,  &c. 

Tha  tighean-CLitliaich  is  liriosain 
Air  son  luchd  drochbheart,  ro  Uonmhor, 
Mu  'm  bheil  gach  breitheamh  toirt  fianuis 
Nach  'eil  ach  deich  as  a'  chiad  dliiubh 
Nach  i  mhisg  mar  am  priomh  ni  is  aobhar, 
Nach  i  mhisg,  &c. 

Tha  'n  luchd-uoraidh  aig  Bacchus 
Da  rireadh  na'n  traillein, 
Ann  am  peacadli  ni  's  graineal 
Na  bha  clann-Israel  'san  fhasaich 
'Nuair  a  chrom  iad  an  lathair  an  laoigh  òir, 
'Nuair  a  chrom,  &c. 

Tha  Communn-na-Stuamachd 
'  Togail  bratach  'san  uair  so, 
A'  cuir  a'  chatha  le  cruadal 
Ris  an  uile-bheisd  ghruamach, 
'S  anns  a'  blilar  bheir  iad  buaidh  air  mar  gèill  iad. 
'S  anns  a  bhlar,  &c. 

Tha  cleir  is  leigheachan  ainmeail 
Ann  an  Sasunn  's  an  Albainn, 
Daoinibh  foghlumaite,  tha  dearbhadh 
Gu'm  bheil  deoch-laidir  ro  mharabhtach, 
'S  mar  chungaidh  leighis  gur  ainmig  ri  feum  i. 
'S  mar  chungaidh  leighis,  &c. 
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Tha  daoinibh  uramach,  uasal 
An  cuirt-Bhreatuin  'san  uair  so 
'G  iarruidh  lagh  a  chuir  suas  dhuinn, 
'S  thoirt  ath-leasach'  mu'n  cuairt  oirnn 
'Chum  air  saoradh  bho'n  truailleachd  ro  sgreadaidh. 
'Chum  air  saoradh,  &c. 

'S  ma  theich  an  Eaglais  do'n  fhasaich 
Roimh  an  tuil  aig  an  Dragon, 
Tha  feum  gu  mor  aice  'n  tra>da 
'Bhi  cuir  cul  ri  deoch  laidir ; 
'S  tuil  sud  tha  bho  Shatan,  's  cha  bhreag  e. 
'S  tuil  sud,  tSic. 

Nigheadh  's  glanadh  i  lamhan 
As  a'  chleachda  ro  ghraineal, 
'S  bhithidh  toradh  is  blath  or, 
'S  deahaidh  solus  o'n  aird'  or 
Mar  a'  ghrian  mo  mheadhon  la  anns  na  speuran. 
Mar  a  ghrian,  &c. 

Thig  la  cumhachd  o  'n  aird'  or' 
'S  doirtear  Spiorad  nan  gras  or' ; 
Theid  ludhaich  's  cinnich  a  shlanuch' 
'Nuair  thig  Righ  Shioin  gu  tearnadh, 
'S  bheir  e  'chreach  o'n  fhear  laidir  ge  treun  e. 
'S  bheir  e,  &c. 
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CAISMKACHD. 

^ìr^  EANAMH  'n  trompaid  a  shèideadh 
^L-Ly  Is  èighibh  gu  h-àrda ; 

Thugiiil)h  rabhadh  do  dhaoine 

Chum  an  saoradli  o'n  tràilleachd. 
Ged  tha  Breatunn  ro  bhuaghar, 

Thar  gach  sluagh  anns  na  blàraibh ; 
Cha  bhi  fois  aic  bho  nàimhdean, 

Gus  an  ceannsaich  i  Bacchus. 

Cha  'n  e  armailt  ro  làidiv 

'S  laoich  dhàna  ro  threubhach, 
No  gunnachan  mòra 

Ni  's  a'  chòmhraig  ud  feum  dhi ; 
'S  ann  le  armaibh  na  firinn 

Bhios  an  riogh'chd  air  a  saoradh 
Bho  'n  tràilleachd  ro  mhillteach 

Do  'm  bheil  an  tìr  so  fo  dhaorsa. 

Cha  'n  'eil  plàigh  ann,  no  gorta, 

Cha  'n  'eil  cogadh,  'san  t-saoghal ; 
Tha  marbhadh  na  h-àireamh, 

A  tha  deoch-làidir  na  h-aonar. 
Tha  gach  truaighe  is  seachran, 

Thug  am  peac'  air  clann-daoine, 
A  leanachd  na  misge  ; 

'N  cleachd  ifrinneach,  baothail. 
'S  tìm  do  'n  Eaglais  bhi  dùsgadh, 

Agus  cùram  a  ghabhail, 
Mu'n  glac  neach  eile  an  crùn  aic' 

Bitheadh  i  dùsgadh  le  cabhaig, 
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Na  bith'dh  i  caidir  a'  bhreugair 

Ni  a  teuma  mar  nathair, 
Tha  cumail  mòran  nan  crionach 

Anns  an  fhion-lios,  gun  toradh. 

Nis  a  Cliomuinn-na-stuamachd 

Bithibh  cruadalach  treubhach 
'S  thugaibh  dearbhadh  do  dhaoine 

Le  fòghlum  's  le  reusan, 
Gu  bheil  an  t-aobhar  mu  bheil  sibh 

Do-sheachanta  feumail 
'S  gu  bheil  focal  na  fìrinn 

Deanamh  cinnteach  an  sgeul  dhuinn. 

Ruigibh  Parlamaid  Bhreatunn, 

Mar  luchd-seasamh  na  còrach, 
Dh'  feuch  an  dean  iad  ath-leasach, 

Air  a'  chleaehda  tha  brònach  ! 
'S  bithibh  'guidheadh  le  dùrachd, 

Righ-nan-dùl,  bhi  gu'r  seòladh  ; 
'S  urrainn  cridheachan  dhaoine, 

Thionndadh  'n  taobh  sin  is  deòin  leis. 

Cha  'n  e  neart  tha  aig  daoine, 

Ach  gàirdean  lehobhah, 
Ni  an  sliabh  ud  a  leagail, 

'Sa  dheanamh  na  chòmhnard  ; 
Ach  togaidh  'n  Spiorad  a'  bhratach, 

'S  bithidh  tional  nan  slògh  ann 
A  dh-ionsuidh  Righ  Shioin, 

'S  bitliidh  an  tiehinn  ro  grhlòirmhor. 
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ORAH   COMUKKIIASTUAMACHD. 

/-,  \  Cha'n  òl  sinne  tuilleadh  deoch  làidir  na  dunach, 

COMH-SHEINN  ]  ,         ,        .  .  . 

(  Cha  bhi  sinne  's  a'  bhuidheann  a  shuidheas  air  pòit, 

ED  theid  daoine  a'  bhaile  gu  feiU  no  gu  banais, 
Ann  an  tràth  thig  iad  dhachaidh  gun  stad  'san 
tigh-òsd', 

Cha'n  òl,  &c. 

2  Cha'n  fhan   mar  dhream   àraidh   air  mhisg   le  deoch 

làidir, 
An  ciall  air  am  fàgail  is  iad  cràiteach  fo  leòn. 
Cha'n  òl,  &c. 

3  'Se  uisge  an  fhuarain  gu  mòran  is  luachmhor, 

'S  a'  bhiolar  cho  uaine  mu'n  cuairt  ann  na  chòir. 
Cha'n  òl,  ikc. 

4  Tha  iocshlaint',  is  beatha,  is  eifeachd  gu  glanadh, 
'S  na  sruthanan  fallain,  tha  pailt  dhuinn  ri  61. 

Cha'n  òl,  &c. 

5  Tha  gach  luibh,  is  beo  chreutair,  gu  h-uile,  cuir  feum  air 
Gu'n  tig  uisge  nan  speur  nuas  gu  rèidh  às  na  neòil. 

Cha'n  òl,  &c. 

6  Tha'n  t-uisg'  ud  na  shamhladh  air  tobar  na  slàinte 
'Ni  air  n'anam  a  shlànuch'  's  gach  plàigh  thainig  òirnn. 

Cha'n  òl,  &c. 
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